BARBARIAN STORIES

field at a gallop and I was nearly off in the first minute,
but I found my seat again, and it was glorious! Then
he shouted and she turned in her tracks, and this time
too I had to hold on by her mane, but I did stick it.
When she stopped by him again and began nibbling
his cloak and I slid off, he said:' You can ride all right.
You must come and hunt with me some day/ I
thanked him and held my hands cupped for him to
mount, but he vaulted on without touching me. I did
hunt with him several times after that, and once or
twice we talked; I liked him best of the lot.

Thor Uncle had been away for some time, which
made things easier, when one day I was in the stables,
sweeping, and Giamund burst in. 'You can write,
can't you?' I nodded. 'Come on then!' I ran over to
the house with him. There was pen and ink and I
wrote from their dictation, not always very easily, as
they all talked at once. As far as I could make out,
what had happened was that the Uncle had gone into
Imperial territory, picked a quarrel with a Roman
citizen (he would, of course!) and killed him. He had
been arrested and was now awaiting trial, and my
master was sending this letter to the murdered man's
son, offering to pay the blood-fine he would have had
to pay in Goth-land and coolly asking for his Uncle's
release. He seemed to think this was very generous!
I wondered whether to say anything, and finally did,
explaining that the money was very little use and the
Uncle would have to stand his trial under Roman Law.
At this they all clamoured, first shouting at me, and
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